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Summary: 


There were three casualties the night of the storm in Vale, 
but no one recognised the third. 


the rest is silence. 
Author's Note: 


The first in a short-lived attempt to justify the silent 
protagonists of RPGs. Willing to take suggestions. 


When the screaming starts, he realises that he’ll remember 
this night for the rest of his life. 


His mother’s voice is what bolts him out of bed, but it isn’t 
until the driving rain begins slapping relentlessly against his 
face that he wakes. A hundred questions burn desperate on 
his lips, and his mother only tells him there’s no time for 
talk, and all he must do right now is hurry towards safety. 
The look in her eyes makes him swallow any protests he 
thought he might voice. 


It proves far too dark and slippery to pelt headlong 
southbound and his path is blocked, again and again, by 
tumbling boulders, so he picks his way down the 
mountainside as quickly as the weather will allow, unsure of 
what’s going on and terrified for it. He sees few of the other 
villagers until he reaches the center of town, and all at once 
his questions boil up again. But the looks on their faces 
make him pause, and turn to peer upriver instead. 


He is shocked into silence. 


There’s a boy. He’s half-swallowed in the churning foam of 
the swollen river, and even from this distance, agony shows 
on his face as he clings to a log only just held in place by the 
dock at the shore. He squints through the driving rain at 
that face; it’s Jenna’s brother, Felix. A moment later, he 
realises that the figure inching down the log towards Felix’s 
outstretched fingers is his father. 


A girl next to him gasps suddenly and digs her fingers into 
his hand, but he doesn’t need her cry to see what’s coming 
now. He can see the rock hurtling down the mountainside, 
feel the useless scream die in his throat as his mother 
shrieks terror upriver. He watches helplessly as the stone 
plunges into the place where his father and Felix are. 


The little girl, surely no older than five, sinks down to her 
knees and starts to cry, and he squeezes her hand with 
assurance he doesn’t feel. “I’m scared, Isaac.” She sobs, her 
eyes fixed on the swirling vortex that had, only seconds ago, 
been a deck supporting his father, “I’m so, so scared.” 


It is not the first time this evening he finds himself at a loss 
for words. Nor, he thinks as his legs finally give way beneath 
him, will it be the last silent night in his life. 


